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No ſooner had 
reſolvd to pub- 
liſh the following 
Poꝝus, than I was 
determined to 
whom I ſhould preſent them : 
The many Obligations which 
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which you were always wort 
to receive any thing of mine 


: 
a 
f * N 
8 


the native Candour with 


foreſfalled my Choice, an 


left me no Room to think of 


another PATRON. 


It is the chief Privilege 
of Poxrar, that it entitles us 
to the Favour of all that 
is great and generous ; and I 
account it my e Ad- 


vantage, that having ſo little 


Merit in my ſelf, I am ho. 
noured with the good Eſteem 
of Oxx, who has all the Per- 
fections of the Gentleman, 
without any of the Fail 


1 could, 


mm” ww — 


DEDICATION 

I could, with the greateſt 
Pleaſure, dwell upon this 
Theme, but that I know I 
ſhould offend Him; who ne- 
ver is offended, but when he 
hears his own Praiſes : Be- 
ſides this, At. who have e- 
ver known you, are ſo well 
3 with your Cha- 
racter, that, to enter upon 
it, would be a Task ſuper- 

fluous. RE 


What I now put into your 
Hands, is the Fruit of ſome 
leiſure Hours, and I ſhall 
think my {elf very well re. 
- | warded, if by theſe Sheets, I 
- | can any way divert You, and 

a give 


' Tg \ 
DEDICATION. 
* | id i ” . % „ 


give Aſſurance to the Won LD, 
that I am, with the deepeſt 
| Veneration, b 


1 


17711 


Your aid 
- Molt Obliged, and 


Moſt Devoted Servant, 


P. STAFFORD. 
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To the Sacred Memory of QUEEN ANN E, 
tranſlated from the Latin of Dr. SM a 1- ls 
RIDGE. | | | 
Quis deſiderio fit pudor aut modus 

Tam Cari capitis 


EN for Eliza dead, our Tears 
* did flow, | | 


And good Mariaclaim'd an equal 
Woe ; 


Both for their vertuous Deeds, 
and eaſy Sway, 5 


Shar'd all the Tribute which the Mus could pay; 

Rais d on her pious Pinions, both did fly, 

And by the Bard attended, gain'd the Sky. l 
* But It 


A. > — —— . 3 — 2 Wipes eee Soc * — 
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But ie what a | bes Pp Ants Worth Hh ven, 
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And fhifely- follow. to the” Stars ber Name? 


Oer Fields of Atber bent its painful. Way, 
And trace her Glories thro the Realms of Day? | 
What - Hand, i in Painting Ae, ſhall Tow to Sight, 
The Female Conduct, and the dreadful Fight ? 2 
Draw furious Battles, which ſo late begun, 
And Trophies by a_Woman-Warrior won? 
Who with loud Trumpet ſhall the Fame diffuſe, 
Of Worlds m Friendſhip bound, immortal News! 


Of Pracx, which merits an immortal Muſe. 


* 


Xe SBS i 


O thou, whoſe various Songs ——— to grace 
The regal Urn, thy ſelf of regal Race; 
Do thou, with lofty Notes thy Sons inſpire, 
And lend them 7 rgil” 8 Trump, and Flaccus Lyre; 


80 may thy Structures ſill exalted be, — ws 
And Arhens, long entinct, revive in Thee. 

0056 1 4% Amt 
— — 


And you, lamented Queen, who largely ſhed, 
The tend reſt Bounties on my Fawv'rite Head, 
Accept theſe Numbers, nor my Grief refuſe, 
The laſt al Tribute of a mourning Muſe. 
While Life's dear Bleſſing, Royal Dame, was thine, 
What Gifts could Goodneſs give that werenot mine ! 
Theſe Thanks I pay, with Sorrow, to thy Urn, 
Alas! with what Regret is this Return! 


O lowly Grandeur! ſweet, majeſtick Mien! 
O Heav'n- born Graces which adorn'd my Quezn! 
My Eyes for ever ſhall your Beauties trace, 
No Cares ſhall loſe you, and no Time efface : 
But moſt, the Piety that warm'd thy Breaſt, 
Thy Truth in ornamental Plainneſs dreſt, 
Thy Fervor to the legal Church confin'd, 
Command my Paſſions, and enflame my Mind. 
Oft as the Poor's Petitions J preferr'd, 
With what a willing Ear your Pity heard ? 


B 2 My 


POEMS on ſeverd Dec,. 3 


4 POEMS e vera Occaſions. 
My fond Remenibrance does the Scene renew, 
And paints che charming Image to my View. / 
| You ſcatter'd Plenty round where Want did crave; 
| And more than 1 could beg your Bounty gave; 
| No longer Envy's ſelf could Envy be, 
| But copy' d Goodneſs in obſerving Thee. 
. 


— —-—ͥj2 . ——— —— 
* 
* 


| O Fate relentleſs! had it flack'd its Hand, 
And in thy royal Life preſerw'd thy Land, 
What mighty Favours had the Muſes known! 
For what you promis'd, I with Pride may own. 
What ſhining Structures had advanc'd on high? 
What Tow'rs, dread Parent! had oppos'd the Sky ? { 
Surprivd thy future Sons, and charm d the diſtant | 
ye; 
How much + Peck-Water Court had vlegs' d the Sight, 
And roſe from Ruines like the Phenix bright ? 
Th' unfiniſh'd Work, with Grief, Spettators ſee, 
; And while they mourn the Publick, mourn for Thee. | 


| 3 q x ©; "2:54:53 
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| t The new Qxadrangle in Chriſt-Church, Oxon. 
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And mighty Monarchs draw their Arms from thine. 


POEMS. on ſeverat Occafons, 


On a Gentleman's Cot of Arms en av'd 1 on. 
| bis 2 on 7 


ELL has the Graver, finiſh'd in his Art; 


Impreſs'd the Honours which your Arms 
rr 


But this, tho well perform? d, has only ſhown, 
Your Father' 8 Glory piftur'd, not your own. 
o could ſome Hand for wondrous Deeds deſign'd, 
Engrave the Virtues of your Godlike Mind ! 
Upon this poliſh'd Silver could we ſee, 

Thy Father's long deceas'd, reviv'd in thee; 
Thy Name ſhould Greater than the Greateſt ſhine, 


— — 


De Acone & Leonilla. 
Umine Acon dextro, capta ef Leonilla ſmiſtre, 


At potis eſt forma vincere uterque Deos. 
Blande puer, lumen quod habes, concede Parents, 
Sic tu eecus Amor, fic erit illa Venus. 


POEM s e — Octieftviie. 


re ht Tranſlate a. 
TR: T Bye the Mother, this the Son has loft, 
| Yet Charms ſo Killing not the Gods can boaſt 5 
kind Youth, give ber Jour Eye, then al ſhall: 1 
vou the blind God of Love the lovely Goddeſs ſhe. 
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On @ young . . written at her own 
. 
1. BL" 
wo: Eliſmonds ſhews her ks 
The killing Air, the melting Grace, 
A Thouſand Lovers round her flie, 
A Thouſand on her Beauties die. 


* * . - oo =» 


— 


II. | 
In her ſmooth Cheeks are gally ſpread 
The Lily's' White, the Roſe's Red; 
But never. Odours of the Spring, 
Such Incenſe as her Breath could bring. 


III. What 


POBMS:a genie ohen 70 


A not t ne | {+ | 


TY 


What Rapture ry her Voice diſpents ! | 
How foft the Sounds, | how firong the Senſe? 
The Sweetneſs reconciles the Smart, 3 4 
And while it conquers, mends the Heart - 


IV. - 
When other Dangers bend the Bow, 
We fly the Field, or fight the Foe ; 
But here a diff rent Turn is found, 
We court the Dart, and kiſs the Wound. 


— 


Erilocbz Spoken by Mrs. — at her firſt 


Appearance on the Stage after the Death 
of her Husband, © 


o you, bright Judges, humbly I ſubmit, 
Io you the candid Audience of the Pit: 


If great Misfortunes long detain'd me hence, 

To rigid Fate's Decree impute th' Offence z 

Excuſe the Sorrows which my Duty ſhed, 8 1 

Excuſe the Juſtice which is paid the Dead: ö 
When- 2 


| 8. POBMS on ſeveral Occaf As. 
| Whender upon the Stage with curious' Art, 
Imaginary Fate has play'd its Part : : 
Whene'er upon the Stage the Scenes expreſs 
The Husband fillen, and «© Wife” s Diftreſs, 
_ You fadden at the Scene with gen'rous Woe, 
The well-wrought Story makes your Tears to flow. 


In Mr, that Wife behold, that living Part, 
That very Nature which affetts the Heart, 
To real Anguiſh let your Grief be due, 

And what you pity'd feign'd, now pity true, 


And you chaſte Matrons there, whoſe joyful Arms, 
Have long been happy with a Husband's Charms, g 
Fair as the Morning Beams that ſweetly ſhine, 


1 And fond as Ivies when their Oaks they join, 
! In Deatbꝰs dark Cloyſters ſhould you loſe your Store; 
Should thoſe dear Eyes be clos'd to wake no more z 
O think how real your Diſtreſs would be ! 
Think what your ſelves ſhould feel, and pardon me. 


22 — — — 2 
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POEMS. on ſeveral Occaſions. 


O D E. 

Wan firſt the buſy Tatler Fame, 

Of Albior's Daughters ſpread the Name; l 
And to the God of Love did fay, 
That Venus was leſs fair than they; 
The God of Love with ſpeedy Flight, 
Deſcended from Olympus Height, 
He ſo6n had Albion's Fields in view, 
For ſoon the Gods can all Things do, : 
And bending | to a Grove, his Way, | 
Alighted at, the Noon of Day, 
When Phebus from his burning Seat, - 
Directly downwards ſhot the Heat. 


PY Hs 2 ” 


Pleas'd with the Place, for Pleaſure made, 
He ſought the Center of the Shade, 
Where on a Couch with Verdure gay, 
A lovely Virgin ſleeping lay, 
Th unſully'd Flow's that round her twin'd, 
Seen, 'd Emblems of her ſpotleſs Mind, 
C 


And 


— E * 


16 PORMS os, ſoberal — 
And near her Body fondly grew, 

As tho their Odours thente they drew; 
The ſilken Treſſes of her Fla PEW 

| Hung looſe, and waying met the Air, 
Which gently did the Curls divide, OE 
And kiſs'd her Neck with am'rous Pride, : : 
Her Eyebrows nicely did extend, 

And into two fair Arches hone 

With ſuch Exactneſs wore, as tho' 

They both were drawn from cds s Bow. 
Her moiſt red Lips,  deſign'c d for dug, 
Seem'd willing to receive a A 


Her Smiles, which Slumbers did impart, | 
Declar'd the Calmneſs of her Heart, 
And her ſoft Breaſts where Gods micke dwell, 


Which gently roſe, which gently fell, : 
| As Iv'ry white, as Chryſtal clear, 5 ; 
Shew'd no Diſorder harbour'd there; A 
The reſt, her modeſt Robe conceal'd, 8 


Save hat the buſy Winds reveal'd, 


Amaz'd the little Monarch ſtands, 
And drops his Arrows from his Hands; 


His 


p OEMS on ſeveral Occaſions. 
His Eyes unuſual Warmth betray'd, 
And gaz'd inceſſant on the Maid 3 
At length his Words a Paſſage found, 
And thus the God confeſs'd the Wound. 


What ſudden Heat is this I feel? 
Sure as my Darts, and ſharp as Steel ; 
From her the fatal Lightning came, 
And all my Sinews catch the Flame. 
No more let Venus keep the Field, 
Venus to Her the Prize muſt yield: 
And Fame, too frugal of its Praiſe, 


Has leſſen'd what it us'd to raiſe. 


No more let Lovers, when they ſmart, 


Complain my Arrows pierc'd their Heart, 


From her fair Boſom, ſafely laid, 

I'll wound the World in Ambuſcade, 
And ev'ry love-ſick Swain that dies, 
Shall blame the Lightning of her Eyes. 


He ſaid, and leap'd into the Fair, 


And fix'd his Habitation there; 
C 2 


11 


12 POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions. 
In all her Words, her Looks, her Mien, 
The God is to Perfection ſeen: | 
Cupid attends wheneer ſhe's dreft, 

And Cupid heaves her ſhowy Breaſt, 
Inſtructs her ſparkling Eyes to kill, 

And aims their Glances at his Will, 


Direfts her Treſſes how to wave, 


And wear in ev'ry Curl a Slave; 

And when the Charmer ſmiling ſpeaks, 
Sits in the Dimples of her Cheeks - 
With her, for ever he remains, 

And tho' a Captive, hugs his Chains. 


* 


— ————_— 


To a young LADY, having accidentally ſeen 
her in her Coach. 


Sg I with Nature's Pencil paint 

Thy matchleſs Beauties, lovely Saint, 
Soon would the World my Rival be, 
And Beauty's Picture take from me ; 


In theſe Embraces would you lie, 


And on your Boſom let me die: 


_— 


en 


10 


POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions, 13 


To me that Bliſs would you reſign, 
Mankind might beg a Death like mine. 


J 


— 


SONG inſcribd to Mr. JoSEPH ABEL. 


EE Joſeph, the Winter's diffusd all around, 

Unfoldsher cold Mantle, and ſits on the Ground, 
Then as high as our Noſes let us raiſe up the Fire, 
And enjoy all the Pleaſures which Drink can inſpire: 
Fill the Bowl with an Ocean of Wine that is mellow, 
And let each drink a Flood at a time to his Fellow, 
For there's nothing like Bumpers and Beauty divine, 
To brighten the Thoughts, and the Blood to refine. 
O Joſeph ! thy Goddeſs is charming and fair, 
Her Wit ſo polite! and ſo tempting her Air! 


Were! plac'd on her Breaſt, that warm Riſing of Snow, 


I'd leave the cold Weather to Mortals below: 
Ev'n Fancy ſhould melt in a Rapture of Charms, 


While I curPd round her Waſte, and difloly'd 1 in her 
Arms: 


Her Eyes well apply'd, can in Age raiſe Deſire, 
And in Nature's Deſpite kindle Ice into Fire, 
For 


1 
1 


14 POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions, 
For Beauty with Looks can encourage or tame, 
Can ftrike Heat out of Ice, or make Ice of a Flame. 


— 


EPITAPH for two beautiful Children that 
were buried both at the ſame time. 


ORXatch'd hence in early Bloom, forbear to mourn, 
Nor bathe with Sorrows this untimely Urn, 

Tho' he the ſweeteſt Youth that e'er could move, 

The fond Indulgence of parental Love, 

And tho? the Virgin's Breaſt was ſpotleſs found, | 

As Flakes of fleecy Snow that white the Ground, 


Vet wafted to the Stars and fix'd on high, 


They find a bright Reverſion in the Sky: 
With Angels mixing, more refin'd they grow, 
And ſcorn that Duſt, which once they wore below. 


i... _— = — 


* 
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The Lamentation of JUTURNA, tranſlated 
from the 12th Aneid of Virgil. 


ON as Juturna knew th' ill-boding Sounds, 
She beats her Boſom, and her Cheeks ſhe wounds, 
Tears the looſe Treſſes of her waving Hair, 


And looks the pallid Image of Deſpair. 


Ah 


w 


POEMS o, vera! Occ gf 195 


Ah Turnus ſhe began, ah wretched Me ! 
What can thy Siſter for her ſelf or thee ? 
Alas. What Aid can now prolong thy Date ? 
Or what redeem thee from relentleſs Fate ? 
Ceaſe baleful Omen, I forſake the Fight, 
Scar'd by your Screams, and fickning at the Light: 
The deadly beating of your Wings I know, 
The ſure Fore-teller of impending Woe 5 
Such is the harſh Decree of haughty Jove, 
And ſuch the Recompence he pays my Love. 
This vaſt Return he makes for injur'd Charms, 
And tears a Brother from Futurna's Arms. 
Why was I doom'd to be immortal ! why 
Curs'd to a Goddeſs, and forbid to die ? 
Why all my Griefs unable to forego, 
And lead my Turnus to the Realms below ? 
But tho? of this debarr'd, yet wanting thee, 
My lovely Turnus, Bliſs ſhall Torture be. 
O that the Earth a weeping Wretch would aid! 


Gape wide, and take me to its ſecret Shade. 
| She 


* 


, — 


She ſaid and binding on her Sea-Green Hood, 
Div'd to the darkſome Center of the Flood. 


POEMS!'on ſeveral Occaſions. 
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. \ \ ] HEN charming Sylvia firſt I faw, 
The Nymph was nicely coy, 


ii 


/ 


Her rigid Virtue fore'd: an Awe” — 


- 


And Awe procur'd me Joy. 


II. 
Delighted with her lovely Look, 


My Heart receiv'd the Snare, A | 
A Warmth I from her Coldneſs took, 
And long'd to claſp the Fair. 


„ oed , n ih 
With ſoft Perſuaſions 1 gart d, 
With Words 1 made her yield, 
The Victor was at length fubdu'd, 0 


Nor could maintain the Field. 


ll 


The Story * NaRcissus, tranſlated from 
B 


Where no intruding Sun could dart a Ray, 


POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions, 17 


WE 
All melted in the burning Bliſs; 
We both diſſolving lay, 
Exchang'd our Souls in ev'ry Kits, ' 
And ſpent in Love the Day: 


V. 
Thus Sylvia did indulge my Mind, 
And fild my fond Deſire, 
Her frozen Coldneſs ſhe reſign'd, 


And what was Ice, is Fire. 


— _ — 


the Thir 


B the Covert of a ſhady Grove, 
The filent Manfions of Repoſe and Love; 


ook of Ovid's Metamorphoſis. 


* 
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Nor e'er diffuſe th' Impertinence of Day, 
A fair, tranſparent Lake of Chryſtal ſtood, 
And murmur'd foftly to the winding Wood. 

Dd The 


—— — — —— 


18 P 0 E M S on ſeveral Occafions. 


The Spring ſo clear did look, ſo gently flow, 
The Silver Surface ſhew'd, the Sands below; 
Nor Herds nor Herdfmen in this Cool retreat, 
Ferflack'd their Thirſt, or ſnunn'd the burning Heat; 
Nor Birds, nor falling Boughs with rude Embrace, 
Had touch'd the Mirrour, and defil'd the Place, 


But all around, a living Turf was ſeen, 


A Margin always pure, and always green: 


The Youth with Hunting tir d, with Heat oppreſt, 
On this cool Couch reclines his panting Breaſt, 
charm'd with the verdant Scene he proſtrate lies, 
But while one Flame abates, new Flames ariſe, 
And enter deeply at his ſparkling Eyes. 

He ſees himſelf in liquid Glafs diſplay'd, 
And fondly covets the fantaſtick Shade, 
A Name, a Nothing does his Fancy move, 


And ſtamps his Boſom with the Seal of Love; 


With Ecſtaſy he views himſelf, and ſtands, 


Fix'd like ſome Statue carv'd by Maſter-Hands, 
His fairly bluſhing Face, his ſilken Hair, 

Looſe to the Winds, and ſuch as Gods might wear, 
His 
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His Eyes like Stars, his Neck like Iv'ry white, 
His poliſh'd Fingers, Lips, and all invite, C 
And all attract his Soul, and all command his Sight. 
The Magazine of Charms foments his Fires, 


All oer his Form he views, and all he views admires. 


Himſelf he courts, whom others court in vain, 
And killing others, by himſelf is ſlain : 

Ah! why did Fortune this Miſtake allow, 
Himſelf adores himſelf, but knows not how. 
How often did he ftrive with circling Arms, 

To catch the Viſion, and to claſp its Charms, 
And when his folded Hands in Streams he dipt, 
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How often from the Fold the Charmer flipt ? 
He ſtill adores, his Blindneſs feeds the Flame, 
But what he ſtill adores he cannot name. 


Miſtaken Youth ! by erring Love betray'd, 


You ſeek no Subſtance, but a fleeting Shade. 
*Tis here, and there, and gone, a tranſient View, 
An empty Phantom, which depends on you : 
With you it came and ftays, and when you fly, 


Your charming Idol muſt attend or die. 


lis | D 2 Nor 
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Nor Hunger, nor the want of Sleep could bring 
The Self Adorer from the fatal Spring ; 
But o'er the lovely Form transfix'd he lies, 
Anddrinks with ardent Thirſt the Poiſon of his Eyes: 
At length he faintly rais'd his bending Head, , 
And with his Arms extended, thus he ſaid. 
Ye Groves, the Lovers Friends, whoſe ſecret Shade, 
Has often witneſs'd to the Vows they made, | 
O tell me, tell me, did you ver incline 
To any Paſſion ſo perplex'd as mine? 
I ſee the pleaſing Sight, Deſire does move, 
Alas! I ſee, but cannot find my Love. 
So much deceiv'd are thoſe that wildly ftray, \ 
And follow Cupid in his wanton Way; 

'To mortify my Hopes, no briny Flood, 
Nor Walls, nor Rocks, divide me from my Good; 
A narrow Fountain does my Bliſs deſtroy, 
And ftops my Paſſage to the beauteous Boy ; 
Himſelf, the beauteous Boy, would leave the Place, 
And fondly fold me with a faſt Embrace; 

5 For 


- — 


—— eo - 


— — — —— — — — — —_—— — 


— 


POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions. 21 
For when I forward lean his Lips to kiſs, 


He forward leans, and would return the Bliſs; 
So cloſe ſometimes we meet, we ſeem to touch, 


The ſmalleſt Diſtance is in Love {o much. 


3! Come forth my charming Youth! whoe'er you be, 


Fc rſake that Fountain, and come forth to me. 
Ah! whither doſt thou fly ? why thus unkind ? 
Thy Form inviting, but ſo cold thy Mind. 

I am not odious ſure, my blooming Face, 

The Nymphs have ſeen, and begg'd a kind Embrace, 
Nor can I now deſpair, to ſooth my Smart, 

You ſpeak in Actions, and reveal your Heart; 

For when to fold you faſt my Arms I bend, 

\f You, your white Arms with equal Haſte extend; 
With me you correſpond in all I do, 

Smile when I ſmile, and when I weep anew, 2 
Gems from your Eyes diſtil in Drops of Dew: 


You move your Lips with mine, and oft appear, 


To tell me ſomething which I cannot hear. 


Ah ! now I find the Cheat, too late I ſee, 


The charming Murd'rer of my ſelf is me; 
or 9 5 Alas! 
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Alas 1 *tis 1 my ſelf for whom 1 ſue, 

1 die with Love, and am the Object too. 

Still ſhall I court? but what ſhall 1 ae? SEE 
All that I want I have, yet mad for more, 0 
Rich in my ſelf, I to my ſelf am poor. 

O that indulgent Fate would eaſe my Mind, 


And grant, that from my ſelf, my ſelf may be diſs 
joyn' d; 


To Lovers, Abſence cannot grateful be, 

But O, that Abſence is implor'd by me : 

For now with Grief 1 faint, my Beauties fade, 
My Bloom is wither'd, and my Strength decay'd. 
Cropt in the Spring of Youth I ſoon ſhall go, 
And raiſe the Number of the Ghoſts below: 
Nor is Death dreadful, for the Dead are bleſt, 
Soft is their Pillow, ſweet their downy Reſt. 

I beg, and beg no more, that friendly Fate, 
Would grant my lovely Love a longer Date, 
Now weak with Paſſion, and by Fortune croſt, 


Two charming Objefts muſt in one be loſt. 
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He ſaid, and to the flattring Face nds 

For which he ſou ght in vain, in yain he burn'd; 

But as he wept, the watry Pearls that fell, 

Effac'd the Image, and obſcur'd the Well. 

Diſtracted at the Sight, ah! where, he cries, 

Where, my dear Boy, thou Darling of my Eyes ? 

Ah! whichar, doſt thou fly ſo faſt away ? 

Ah! ſtay and hear me, I conjure thee, ſtay 

A little longer, let me view your Face, 

And gaze upon the Charms I can't embrace; 

A little longer melt with fond Deſire, 


And add freſh Fewel to the fatal Fire. 


Thus he complains, and furious with Deſpair, 
His Silken Robes his Iv'ry Fingers tear, 


And beat his ſnowy Breaſt, and rend his golden 
Hair; ä 


His ſnowy Breaſt contracts a Purple Dye, 
Giows at each Stroke, and reddens to the Eye: 
The Apple, next the Sun, ſuch Tincture ſhows, 
And bears at once the Lily and the Roſe; 
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80 3 Grapes in various Cluſters ſhine, 
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Not yer mature, and mellow'd into Wine, 


When the fair Chryſtal did its oo renew; 
And this diſorder'd Scene preſent to View, 
Like Wax before the Flame he drops away; 
| | Or Deus that vaniſh in the Blaze of Day; 
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The very Soul of Love with raging Pains, 
Melts all within, and runs along his Veins : 

HE Colours fade; his Features loſe their Store; 
With ſparkling Splendor ſhine his Eyes no more 4 
In Aſhy Paleneſs is his Bloom retir'd, 

And loſt that Form, which Echo late admir'd. 


She, tho* incens'd and mindful of his Hate, 
Gives back his Sorrows, and laments his Fate 3 
Whene'er he ſays alas! the Nymph replies, 

And with a ſoft Concern, Alas! ſhe cries: 

As often as his Breaſt his Fingers wound, 

The plaintive Nymph returns the mournful Sound , 
As o'er the Fountain he lay ſtretch'd along, 


Theſe were the laſt faint Accents of his Tongue; 
Ah 


5 


Ah 
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Ah Boy belov'd in vain! all o'er the Plain, 

Echo reſounds, Ah. Boy belay'd in yain ! 

Farewel from both was heard, then down he lies, 
And ſhuts in Shades of Night his ſelf admiring os ; 


To Styx's Banks ftemov'd, he Kill comp lains, : 1 


And in deſpight of Death, his Love remains. 


His early Fate' the Siſter 2 Pg 4 
And pay their Brother dead, their briny Store; 
The Bier, the Tarches, and the Pile prepare, 
And ſcatter as they go their Virgin, Hair ; 5 
Wich them lamenting Echo loudly mourns, _ 
Obſerves their Grief, and Groan for Groan returns : 


But when the Corps they ſought, no Corps they 
found, 


A yellow Flow'r, with ſnowy Borders crown'd, 


Ground. 


Supply'd the Body's Place, and mark'd the 620 
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Thy Swain ſubmiſſive. ſends, 
Thy Virtue beautifies thy Face, 


An ev'5y . Charm, commends- 
eek 
That Wit, that Blegance of Air, 
Thoſe all things that can move, 


Have drawn my Soul into the Snare, 
And O! I die with Love. 
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* III. 


i 


With Pity, Nymph, my Sighs regard, | 
Nor let me yainly burn, 
My Flame, with equal Flame reward, 


And Love for Love return. 


IV. Thus 


Thus 
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Thus both ſhall find in Cupid's Field, 
What Bleſſings muſt enſue, 


Where both at once with Tranſport yield, 
And both at once ſubdue. 
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OD B. 


I. 
HE faireſt Flow'r of all the Train, 


That paints with various Pride the Plain, 


That decks the Garden and the Field, 
Muſt to the Lily's Whiteneſs yield, 
The Lily's ſelf muſt diſappear, 
Compar'd in Whiteneſs to my Dear. 


II. 
The Bluſhes of th' unfolding Roſe, 
Rich Odours to the Smell diſcloſe, 
From ev'ry Pore they breathe Perfume, 
And while they give, themſelves conſume ; 


E 2 


The 
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The bluſhing Roſe muſt diſappear, 
Compar'd in Sweetneſs to my Dear. 


III. 

1. Turtle 1 Dove is pure within, 
Unſpotted all, and free from Sin, 
| But, what's uncommon, would you find, 

A purer Innocence enſhrin'd, 

Let Emma, charming Saint, appear, 

And you'll adore the Wonder there. 


2s IV. 

See yonder Lark on ſoaring Wings, 
That ſlow ly mounts, and Fiveetly ſings, 
The raviſh'd Swains attentive throng, 
And catch the Muſick from her Tongue J 
But matchleſs Emma's tuneful Voice, 


Can make the liſt'ning Lark rejoyce. 


V. 
Could Poets all their Wit reſign 


To me, and make their Glory mine, 


Vie 


T 
Or 


* 
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Or, would the Sultan to my Arms, | 
Yield his Seraglio of Charms, | 


In vain the Tempters ſhould apply, | 1 a 
In vain ſhould hope my Dear to buy. " ql 
VI. | | 
I never ſhall at Fate repine, 24 | 


——— — 


If gentle Emma will be mine, | 1 


Nor envy Kings, or Gods above, 
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If gentle Emma crowns my Love ; 
While I, unriva[d, graſp that Store, 


I reign, and Monarchs do no more. 


An EP1STLE to Mr. ABEL. 


——Quando ego Te aſpiciam, quandoque licebit 
Nunc Veterum libris, vinoque, & inertibus horis, 
Ducere ſollicitæ jucunda Oblivia Vitæ? 


1 Hate the Vulgar with no Raptures fir'd, 
So dull, they ſcarcely ſeem with Souls inſpir d; 
Uncultivated Things, that only know, 


To till thei / kindred Glebe, to plant, and ſow, 
To 
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To harneſs out their Teams as Seaſons call, 
To tend the Cattle, and to cleanſe the Stall; 
But to politer Arts, which Virtue breed, 
As blind, as very Brutes as thoſe they feed. 


From theſe, tis my firſt Wiſh, I may be free, 
My next, that bounteous Heav'n would give me thee, 
For ſure one Planet at our Birth did ſtrike, 

A nd Nature faſhion'd both our Souls alike; 
Did both our Bodies. from one Mould convey, 
And with Poetic Atoms mixt the Clay. 

Hence peaceful Manſions which no Care invades, 
The Rites of Bacchus and ſequeſter'd Sinden, 
Are dear alike to both, tho? you alone, 

The fivet Pofſeflion of thoſt Joys can own; 
On you, their richeſt. Drops, the. Muſes ſhed, 
And with Abundance crown your fav*rite Head: 
Th' lmpertinence e of Thought your Glaſs beguiles, 
And in the gen' rous Juice Suſannah ſmiles : 

Of tempting Charms, to both belong a Store, 


And both united, ſeem to ſhine the more: 
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No Bleſſing can you. want, which Poets boaſt, 
Whete Punch the Liquor is, and She the Toaſt. 


But I to Nymphs and Laughter rarely known, 
Whom Indigence has nam'd, and ſea'd her own, 


For Fortune's ſordid Scraps condemn'd to wait, F 


Among a ſtarving Tribe bemoan my Fate; 
At Coxcombs void of Brains, as Bounty, rail, 
And Prottitute = Rhymes for Beer and Ale. 


While thy bright Preſent did my Purſe adorn, 
And gild that Chaos with a ſhining Morn, 
Then Bacchus daily did his Smiles afford, 
And Mirth flew lightly round the jovial Board ; 
Betimes, I drinking, did thy Worth declare, 
As late in Wine return'd a grateful Pray'r ; 
Two liquid Off rings did each Day decree, 
The laſt to Bacchus, and the firſt to Thee. 


But ah! too furious was the Flame to laſt, 
My Store's exhauſted, and my Rapture paſt, 
No Bumpers after Meals are kindly ſhed, 

To fortify my Cheeks with manly red: 
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32 pOERNIB on ftveral Octaſibnn 
f No facred Croſs is Wund my Fob to : he = 02 
Au keep the curſt Areh - Fend from entring there; 


But Emptineſs and Thirſt their Room ſupply, 


| While i in my Face the jolly Roſes die. 


Inftead of Ey” ning Songs which charm'd my. Bar, 


The muſty, Morals of the Wiſe 1 hear, 


For hoon Com panions, and A lovely She, 

Im plagu'd d with Antidotes for Poetry : IM 
With tragick Looks, they cry, repent in time, 
And O! beware the paſſing Sound of Rhyme: - 
Yet thus diſcoutagd, thus depreſt with Woe, 


My Thoughts are boundleſs, and my Numbers flow; 


I: need no Cordials to infuſe à Bire, | 
To wake my Genius, and to tune my Lyre, 
But Inſpiration in thy Name ſhall be, 

And L. with Rapture write, becauſe I write to thee 


Let Grey -beard Fools their Years with Envy waſte, 


And damn thoſe Pleafures they no more can taſte, 
Still rail at Youth, and labour tilt to prove, 
Tha Muſe a Beggar, and a Syren Love: | 
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To ſhew- that both on equal Danger ſtrike, | 
Alike the Folly, and the Fate alike : 
The Muſe, Experience tells, our Cares can ſteep; 
Can lull the Tempeſts of the Soul aſleep ; 

And Beauty, when by Jeve the Gift was giv'n, 

Was meant a Bleſſing, not a Curſe from Heav'n. 

I grant, the Poets Robe is often torn, | 

But honourable Rags. his Limbs adorn ; 

Nor ought we to Yeſpiſe «him, ſince we ſee, 

His angry Stars are. more in Fault than he; ' 

And they, which at his Art their Slanders fling, 
Deride their Maker, Heaven's Almighty King: 

| He, Lord of Numbers, from the Womb of Night, 
Brought this fair Pot of the World, to light ; 

At his aompalios Voice, the tuneful Frame, | 
The ſmiling Order from Confuſion came. 
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But tho? the Graces which in Verſe ariſe, 
Are ſpun too nicely fine for vulgar Eyes, 
Yet Nature has on Brutes and Ideots ſhed 
An ardent Paſſion, for the Nuptial Bed ; | 

| 
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Say, where's the Fol ly, finiſh'd Joys to prove, 


And ſweetly revel in unbounded Love? ] 
What Danger can we find in Celia's Arms, , 
Or where's the Wiſdom to reſiſt her Charms? 5 


When in the Silence of the ſacred Night, 
The Nymph undreſſes for the wanton Fi ght, 
When all her pretty Limbs, reveaPd appear, 
And ſhe tranſported, flies to claſh her Dear : 
Then Cynic, if you can, confine your Will, 
And bid the Tumults' of your Blood be ſtill, 
Then bid your Reaſon not to leave its Seat, | 
Your: Veins to tingle, and your Heart to beat. 


F Sn oe DV 


When round her yielding Form your Arms you caſt, | I. 


And ſhe with ſhowy Circles folds you faſt, N 
Enclos'd and mingled with the melting Fair, w 
Compoſe your Tranſports, and avoid the Snare: Ot 
When wild, and. frantick for the burning Joy, Tt 
Her various Charms their various Arts employ : W. 


When cloſe Contentions double Strength inſpire, Th 
And n Breathings blow the kindled Fire, 
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Then in the Pauſes of the rapt*rous Strife, | 
If there be room to pauſe, or room for Life; 


Then prattiſe what you preach with formal Air, 
Then boaſt your Wiſdom, and condemn the Fair. 


Forgive, dear ABEL, what I looſely ſend, 
And while you ſhew the Critick, ſhew the Friend; 
With native Candor this Excurſion view, 
And as you cenſure, praiſe, ---if Praiſe be due; 
Forgive the Crime, if I forgetful be, 


And write at Random, when I write to thee; 


But Love Digreſſions beſt themſelves excuſe, 
Thy darling Topick, and my darling Muſe; j 
Nor have 1 made Digreſſions; for, to fi ing, 
What Raptures in their Arms the Ladies bring, 
Of Beauties and of Bards the Joys to trace, 

The Poet's Numbers, and the Nymph's Embrace, 
What is it elſe, but. largely to diſplay 


Thy Breaſt, and to thy Soul reveal the Way ? 
Of thy ſuperior Thoughts I ſhew the Spring, 
And if we ling thy Thoughts, tis thee with ſing. 

— Let 
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Let others covet with unweity'd' Strife, | 
The Duft of Grandeur, and the Noife of Life; j 
Let proud Panaticks, with infernal Hate, | 
Contrive Diſorders to diſtract the State, | 
And from Combuſtions raiſe their Fortunes high'r, 
As Thieves are always Gainers by a Fire; ; 


Their mean Magnificence with Scorn I ſee, 
And only. wiſh for Solitude with thee. 


Sir PLuws, at Evningsin the Ring diſplay d, 
May ſhew the Coxcomb and the rich Brocade; 
As Silvia paſſes, with unthinking Air, 

May ray, His Snuft-Box, and adjuſt his Hair; 
1 loath the flutt ring Fop, that owns no Brains, 


8 


But what. the Sword-Knot, or the Patch contains ; 
True Merit ,unadorn'd, my Breaſt does rule, 
And Wit. i in Rags, before the embroider'd Fool. 


Could all Men, witha Wiſh, their Fortune make, 
Would Heaven vouchſafe the Pow'rtochuſe and take, 
A well-built Country Houſe, not large, but neat, 
Two Rooms a Floor, a clean convenient Seat, 

Which 
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The verdant Valleys, and the. Lawns below ; ; 
A Kitchen, where my Dinner might be dreſt, 
A little Parlour to receive a Gueſt ; 

A Garden, purling Stream, and ſhady Grove, - 
Th extremeſt Limits of my Will mould Prove, | 
A few fair Borders intermixt with Bow rs, 
Adorn'd with Ever-Greens and fragrant Flowr's, 
My Garden ſhould compoſe, along whoſe Side, 

The Brook with Silver Streams ſhould gently glide ; 
My Grove of ſpreading Oaks and Filberts made, 
And parted by an even, op'ning Glade, 

Should at the further End preſent a Seat 

Of living Turf compos'd, and fenc'd from Heat, 
Where 1 in Summer would with Friends regale, 
And ſometimes Books conſult, and ſometimes Ale. 
Around my Walls, the Peach, a downy Fruit, 
With bluſhing Nettarines its Arms ſhould ſhoot ; 
Nor would I want a grateful Wreath to twine, 
The Poet” s Laurel, and the Drinker's Vine; 
Whole Leaves, my Window ſhould in Green array, 
And gently waving, fan the Rage of Day. This 
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Which ſhould from riſing Ground at Diſtance ſhow | 
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This humble Form: my Sent: 8 ſhould wear, 
Nor ſhould its inward Parts leſs Beauty ſhare ; 
No purple Hangings wrenght on fineſt Looms, 
Nor fretted Roofs t effeminate the Rooms, 
But plain neat Cielings thould be ſtrongly laid, 
And modeſt Wainſcoats caſt a decent Shade. 


A Table and two Chairs, at moſt but three, 
My Parlour's little Furniture ſhould be, 
For he that has enough, has ample Store, 
And more's a Burthen, when we want no more. 
Of humming Liquor to refreſh the Brain, 
My private Cloſet ſhould a Spring contain, 
Which I would freely to my Friend afford, 
And with the well-cork'd Bottles load the Board; 
This Rule remember'd, that in Time we flie, 
And veil our Revels from the Morning's Eye; 
Hence reſtleſs Aches will avoid the Head, 
And Slumbers, eas'd of Groans, their Opium ſhed ; 
From hence no racking Pain the Lungs oer powr's, 


| No * th' unerring Curſe of Midnight Hours. 
While 
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-While Crowds of Servants with obſequious State, 
O'erſwarm the Palace, and on Princes wait, 
When Dinner's ſexv'd, around their Maſter ftand, 
And gape at ev'ry Bit he takes in Hand : 
A comely Country Maid with me ſhould live, 
And all th' Attendance of my Manſion give; 
Not one, whom Kiſſes with their Sweets could cloy, 
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Not impudently bold, nor nicely coy, \ 


2 
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But one, who in Embraces ſhould confeſs, 


A modeſt, half, unwilling Willingneſs. 


This Boon comply d with, would the Gods allow, 
To crown my Joys at laſt, my Neighbour thou, 


Then melancholy Thoughts would come no more, ' 
And Sorrow with the Winds be launch'd from Shore | | 
Then Mirth,and Humour ſhould command my Breaſt, 
And Chearfulneſs be there a conſtant Gueſt. 


Ofc when deep Muſings in my Face were ſeen, | 
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And Gravity was rip'ning into Spleen, "1 
Before that Evil could full Strength attain, 
Thy comick Look has leer'd her back again: 
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Thy mer ry Geſture, and facetious Smile, 


Might make Fanaticks, if attentive, kind, 
And charm i ll Nature from an | envious Mind. 


A Tae of Homer I from thee would learn, | 


And all the Greatneſs of the Bard diſcern, 

; Would hear his ſounding Numbers roll along, 
And view, tranſported, the dle Song, 

None with more judgment than your ſelf can tell, 
Wherein the Language and the Thoughts excel. 


1 would, with thee, conſult the Mantuan Page, 


Where Female Softneſs meets with manly Rage 3 


Where weeping Dido mourns neglected Charms, | 


And Troy 8 ſurviving Heltor frowns in Arms. 


But when the Fineneſs of our Souls to prove, 


With Pity we would melt, or yield to Love, 
The moving Ovid ſhould direct the Way, 
And tender Things in tender Accents ſay; 


Nor could he fail, in whoſe ſweet mournful Strains, 


Fair Precris bleeds, and Sappho's ſelf complains. 


R | O hs 


Might raiſe the Wretched, and his Cares beguile, 
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O ter Exul! with what Flames I ſee, 
With what Ambition burn to write like thee! 
The Fair ſurvey thee with a fond Deſire, 
And their own Cup:ds in thy Lines admire ; 
I languiſh, I confeſs, thy Words prevail, 
And weep with Pleaſure o'er the wond'rous Tale; 
Thy Verſe an Envy does in me create, 
And I toſhare thy Fame would gladly ſhare thy Fate. 


Nor thou, dear Orway, ſhall neglected ſtand, 
Whoſe Muſe had ready Nature at Command 5 
Whoſe tragic Stories are with Eaſe expreſt, 
And, next the fav'rite Romans, pleaſe the beſt : 
Thy charming Orphan deckt with anxious Fears, 


In Sorrow lovely, and adorn'd with Tears, 6 
The melting Image of her Woes ſhall keep, | 
While Virgins have an Eye, or Eye can weep. 
| 
| 
| 


To thee, O ART, thus at large diſplay'd, 
The Muſe her Gratitude has juſtly paid, 
In artleſs Numbers has affay'd to ſhow, 
How much ſhe has receiv'd, how much does owe: 
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One Debt I have diſcharg'd, but more is due, 
And I an Obligation wear anew j | 
For tho my Numbers muſt ſubmit to Fate, 
Nor merit of themſelves immortal Date, 
Thy Name for ever in this Piece ſhall ſhine, 
Shall conſecrate the Word, and gild the Line, 


1 " ä 1 


— 
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To à young LA Dx, ſeeing her at Church. 


N vain, Semant he, would I wing my Pray'r, 
With Hands uplifted, and a ſuppliant Air, 
You catch my riſing Soul, at ev'ry Glance, 
My Fancy wanders, and my Pulſes dance; 
And while I meet the Flaſhes of your Eyes, 
My Virtue ſickens, and Devotion dies, 
You curb each pious Thought that ftirs within, 


And what was Incenſe meant, convert to Sin. 


Strange Force of Beauty, that outrivals Jove, 


And in his ſacred Preſence warms to Love. 


Had ſuch, on Syrian Plains, Europa been, 
Her Form fo finiſh'd, ſo divine her Mien; 
With 
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With matchleſs Charms adorn'd, with Graces bright, 
Majeftick, ſoft, and tempting to the Sight; 
The God, without Diſguiſe, had own'd his Flame, 
And in the Thund'rer's Shape enjoy'd the Dame; 
While with an equal Ray the Nymph had ſhone, 
And melted in her Arms his Lightning down. 


Tranſlated from the LATIN. 


Hree buxom Females crown'd my nuptial Bed, 
My Youth, my Manhood, and my Age did wed; 
The firſt I choſe my vig'rous Nerves to prove, 
For Chamber Combats, and the Feats of Love, 
Where all our Spirits for the Bliſs we give, 
And only dying Murmurs tell we live; 
The next I wedded for her ſhining Store, 


The laſt, to keep me warm, and chafe my Mem- 
bers o'er. 


G 2 3 The 
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The Story of CEPHALUS and Prockrs, 
tranſlated from the Seventh Book of Ovid's 
* Metamorphoſis, Beginning at eres 


Auer agebatur poſt pat a jugalia Menfss. 


Here fair Hymettus rears its flow'ry Head, 
One Morning for the Game my Nets J ſpread, 


0 
And now, ſince Procris bleſs d my joy ful Arms, 
Once Cynthia's Orb was filꝰd with borrow'd Charms, 
When from the lofty Confines of the,Sky, 
Aurora view'd me with a watchful Bye; 
The bluſking Goddeſs felt unuſyal Pains, 
Unuſual Ardour warm'd her tingling Veins, 
Deſcending from her Height ſhe ſought the Place, 
And ftrove to fold me with a ſtrict Embrace: 
Tho” Roſes paint her Cheeks, divinely gay, 
_ © Tho? from the Darkneſs ſhe divides the Day; 
Tho' ſtreaming Nectar does her Thirſt aſſwage, 
I told her, Procris did my Soul engage ; 


I told her, Procris was my daily Theme, 


And all the Night my Procris was my Dream : 
I urg] 
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I urg a Bridegroom 's Right, and Hywen's Laws, 
And pleaded ſtrongly to defend my Cauſe. 
At length. the Goddeſs frown d, deſiſt, the cry” 'd, 
Ungrateful, have thy Wiſh, enjoy thy Bride, | 56 


Whom bu, bo too late, ſhall wiſh thou dt ne er en- 
joy 6 


n d, away ſhe flew, I forward went, | | 


And ponder'd what the doubtful Goddeſs meant; I 


I fear'd, alas! that Procris was miſled, _ - | 
Hand with Pollution ſtain'd the Nuptial Bed; 
Her blooming Beauty did my Fears incite, 

But ſtill her Virtue put thoſe Fears to Flight; 
And yet, Aurora, did new Doubts inſpire, 

Her freſh Example fann'd the furious Fire, 
And yet my Abſence for my Fears did call, 

For abſent Lovers are afraid of all. 

To trace my ſecret Woes, I now prepare, 

With Bribes I ſtudy to corrupt the Fair, 

The Goddeſs aids me with a kind Diſguſe, 

And changing, veils my Shape from human Eyes; 


My 
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My proper 'Viſage ſo transform'd was grown; Oh 
Scarce to my ſelf, my ſelf could now be known. Her 
. *: | | y | Ho\ 

| Thus, anſiſpeſted, enger for th Heme: _ 1 
1 paſs'd the crowded Streets and homeward went, . His 
My Lodgings enter'd, yet within could find, Fo 


Nought but chaſte Emblems of a ſpotleſs Mind ; 

The ſad Domeſticks did with Sighs accord, 

And ſeem'd to ſorrow for their ancient Lord: * 
Scarce thro? a thouſand Wiles I gain'd my Way, Ye 
To thoſe Apartments where my Procris lay, A 
But when the Mourner ſtood confeſs'd to view, 1 
My Reſolutions for a while withdrew ; F 
I gaz'd with Ardor o'er her matchleſs Charms, 1] 
And ſcarce refrain'd from darting to her Arms; 3 1 
Griev'd was her Aſpect, yet ſhe ſhone the more, 
Sure never Grief ſo lovely look d before; | 
For Cephalus alone ſhe ſeem'd diſtreſt, 

His dear Idea fill'd her tender Breaſt. 

Oh gueſs! what Beauties then adorn'd the Fair, 

Jer Tears, how graceful ! how divine her Air! 
Ob 
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Oh gueſs! how often, while my Suit I move, 
Her modeſt Anſwers checkt diſſembl'd Love: 
How often did ſhe ſay, raſh Man, retire, 
An abſent Husband crowns my fond Deſire, 
His pleaſing Image has my Soul poſſeſt, 
For him, unſpotted, I preſerve my Breaſt. 


What jealous Madman would have urg'd her til}, 11 
Such modeſt Proofs had calm'd the wildeſt Will? 
Yet, I that Madman, to my Peace unkind, 
Afreſh attempted to corrupt her Mind. | 
I added Bribe to Bribe with all their Charms, 
For one Night's Raptures in her circling Arms: 
At length her Virtue paus'd, aloud I cry'd, 
Perfidious Woman, baſe, inconſtant Bride ! 
Thy wretched Husband has his Wrongs betray'd, | 
My ſelf, Adult'rer to my ſelf am made. . 
I to thy Falſhoods do, alas : accord, | 
Within this Stranger view your injur'd Lord. f 
She nothing anſwers, but with Shame o' ercome, 


Forſakes Her treach'rous Spouſe, and hated Home, 
Flies 


- 
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Flies to tlie Moviftalis from! my fuichlefs _ 40 
And vir Prad Train Fan the Chaſe." 


* 


LE 


And now with gehe - Flajies for ** "wy 
The God redoubled t to my Veins returns; 
Her Pardon I requeſt, my Grime dif] play, 
And own ſuch Offers would my ſelf betray. 
Her Anger thus appeas 4, at length the came, 577 
And with a mutual Love receiv'd my Flame, 
She added Gifts beſides, as tho kind Heavn, - 
Too mean a Preſent in her ſelf had givn; 
A Dog more ſwift than Winds ſhe gave to me, | 
And this unerring Dart which here you ſee. 


He ceas'd, when Phocus thus---what facret Wound, 
What fatal Miſchief in that Dart was found ? 
To this, the Gueſt reply d the Joys I knew, 

On wretched Cephalus this Miſchief drew : : 
Thoſe Joys in, Order, let me firſt relate, 

Since all my Sorrows thence deriv'd their Date, 
The happy Moments in my Fancy roll, 

And all the dear Remembrance ſooths my Soul; 


When 
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When willing Fhymen firſt our Hearts did joyn; | 
When I was Procris Life, and Procris mine, 
Together we confeſs'd' our mutual Flame, 
The ſame our Pleaſures, and our Cares the ſame; + 
Not Jove could tempt my Procris from my Arms, 0 
Nor I for Venus would reſign her Charms. | 


\ 


Soon as the Morning Sun began to riſe, 


And paint with bluſhing Red the conſcious Skies, 
Forth to the diſtant Groves I took my Way, 
And unattended, ſought the Sylvan Prey, 

No Dogs or Nets did their Aſſiſtance lend, 

This Dart alone, this TE was my Friend. 


But when the Chaſe was A with Heat oppreſt, 
I ſought the cloſeſt Shades to cool my Breaſt, 
Implor'd the Zephyrs, their Relief to bring, 
And kindly fan me with a balmy Wing : 
Come Azra, come, I cry'd, this Heat reſtrain, 
Come gentle Aura, coal my burning Pain; 
The fondeſt Titles (ſuch did Fate inſtil) 
I often added, blind to future III; 
2 . | And, 


, | ; * | 
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And, O my Dear, Icry'd, my beſt Delight, 
With whom the lonely Deſarts pleaſe my Sight, 


Thy Charmswith matchleſs Force can ſoon controut, 


And quench the raging Fever of my Soul: 
O may'ſt thou never ceaſe my Lips to kiſs, 
And with infatiate Thirſt I'll drink the Bliſs. 


Some Ear-the Sounds receiv'd, and vainly thought, 


That! with frequent Calls a Miſtreſs ſought; 
The raſh Informer ſoon to Procris came, 

And told the Secret, and reveal'd the Name. 
Too credulous is Love, th* Attendants lay, 


That at the fatal News ſhe dy'd away; 


And when, with much ado, to Life reſtor d, 
She call'd inceſſant on her faithleſs Lord, 
Condemns the cruel Fates, condemns my Flame, 
And for a Rival fears an' empty Name ; 
And yet ſhe ftrongly doubts, her Hopes prevail, 
Nor can the credit the ſurprizing Tale; 
Would gladly be deceiv'd; the Truth will know, 
Nor till ſhe finds me falſe, believes me fo. 


Again 


POEMS on. ſeveral Oceafioni; 31 


Again the Morning had diſpell'd the Night, 
And fmiling, ifſu'd from the Gates of Light, 
When 1 renew'd the Chaſe, and toil'd with Heat, 
Wita Haſte accuſtom'd, ſought my cloſe Retreat. 
Come Aura, come, [ cry'd, this Rage retain, 
Come gentle Aura, cool my burning Pain; 

I faid, and heard a Groan ----again I cry'd, 
Come gentle Aura, come, my lovely Pride; 

And now the ruſtling Leaves which ſhook, betray'd 
A living Creature, lurkd beneath the Shade J 
Some Beaſt, I thought, approach'd, my Dart! threw, 
With Force reſiſtleſs to the Mark it flew, 

But lodg'd in Procris Breaſt, her Voice I heard, 
And ſoon to aid her, frantick, wild, appear'd ; 
Her, fainting, pale, and bath'd in Blood [ found, 
The fatal Preſent wreſting from the Wound ; 

1I faw, and in my Arms receiv'd the Fair, 

Much dearer to my Soul than vital Air; 

The Robe diſorder'd, from my Shoulders tore, 


- To bind the gaping Wound, and ftench the Purple 
Gore. 


3 | Then 
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Then kindly begg'd her (if my Words could move) 
In Death to pirdon, and in Death to love : 

She, breathleſs, weak, and ſinking to the Plain, 
Theſe feeble Accents ſpake; but ſpake in Pain. 


By all the ſacred Pow'rs on Earth, in Heav'n, 
And all the mutual Vows to, Hymen giv'n, = 
If Cer your Procris your Affection ſhar'd, | 
If cer you thought me worth your fond Regard, 
By thoſe paſt Moments, by my lateſ Breath, 

By that eternal Love which brings my Death z 


O! O! baniſh Aura, grapt my one Requeſt, 
Nor take my Rival to thy welcome Breaſt, 


She ſaid, and [6s the Secret of our Woe 
1 ſhew'd, but what avail'd it now to ſhew; 
I pound the fad Miftake, but found too late, 
Her Head grew dizzy with approaching Fate; 
Yet much compos'd in Death ſhe ſeem'd to be, 
And fixt her Eye-balls, to the laſt, on me; 
F catch'd her Soul, ſhe funk upon the Ground, 


And Life, in crimſon Streams, came fleeting from the 
Wound. 


The 
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The Heres Ry the reſt, attentive hear, 5 
And ſoftly ſighing, dropt a tender Tear. 


33 


A Thought on DEATH. 
3s 
LAS! 'dis all in vain, it will not be, 
Not pyramids of Gold from Fate can ſave, 
Or bribe th” inexorable Grave, 
In vain are all your Hopes of ſhunning Deſtiny. 


The Wealthy, with the Poor, reſigns his Breath, 


They, tho ſo much unequal here, 
Muſt, one Day, both alike appear, 
Alike muſt moulder in the Domes of Death, 
No, were thy , wond'rous Mind inſpir'd, 


With brighter Thoughts than thoſe whichDryden fir d, 


When once the Siſters cut the fatal Twine, 
Not all thy Learning can renew thy Line. | 
II. 
To ſome Church-Vard reſort, 
Where the grim Tyrant keeps his Court, 


Where 
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Where his immenſe Plantations ſpread, 
There learn the End of Man, 
Learn, that thy Life is but a Span, 
Which wille*er long contract, and ſink thee to the Dead. 
The Duſt, which that Abode contains, 
Was once as much alive as you, 
As much of human Nature knew: 
But now, the Souls which did inform. the Clay, 


At length are wing'd away, 


And thoſe poor Atoms are the whole Remains. 


III. 
See yonder Monument on high diſplay'd, 

Of ſhining, poliſh'd Marble made, 
There'the pale King a K dly Coarſe does keep, 
That filencd with a Nod, the won ring Crowd, 

| Look'd mighty Things, and bluſtred loud, 
But hark = an aniverſal Silence reigns 

O'er all the ſolitary Plains, 

And he at length has talk'd himſelf aſleep. 
His Pedigree no more he now does trace, 


Nor boaſts the Grandeur of his ancient Race; 


No 


P OEMS 'on. ſeveral Occasions. 53 
No more the Rabble to his Lordſhip bow, 
And bare ſix Foot of Earth is all his Portion now. 
Iv. 
See- there by no | Inſcription known, 
Without, or Epitaph, or Stone, 
A fam'd Philoſopher reclines his Head, 
And undiftinguiſh'd, mingles with the Dead. 
| Upto the Stars, on Wiſdom's Wings he flew, 
And with his Pencil, Wonders drew. 
But while he nobly did aſpire, 
And aim'd at Myſb'ries high'r, 
E'er he could paint the Wonder well, 
Death gave him an Arreft, and down his Pencil fell. 
Cloſe at his Feet, an Ideot lies, 
Whoſe miſerable Poverty of Senſe 
Did Pleaſure to the Gay diſpenſe, 
But Pity to the Wiſe : 
There free from his deridin g Foes, 
The Grave receives him in its Arms to reſt, 
No Dangers now diſturb his Breaſt, 


But all is Solitude, and ſoft Repoſe. | 


And 


— 
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3 Andy tis very Rrafige yoII y, 


Should full as learned be, 
As that * Maſter of WO con. 
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That flept by Night upon the lonely Plain, 


Sleeps ale in Earth, nor does he hear, 


— 


1 
VII. 


But all alike ſubmit to Death, | 
Thy Lit, let Arifteſt Wiſdom 11 : 
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And ſmooth thy Paige to the Realms e of Day; 
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The Wretch afflicted, deftitute, and poor, 


Her happy « ny all 1 the Way, | p 


: That this mean Lump ef Ch, 


| Expos'd to whiſtling Winds and beating Rain, s 
And wander'd all the Day from Door to Door, 


The Proud, with ſcoruful Taunts, inſulting in his Ear: 


The Proud himſelf grows humbler in the Grave, 
Rots like Plebeian Clay, and mingles with the Slave. 


Since nothing chen can a bribe a Moment 5 Breath, 


7 


Then 
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Then, when the fatal Hour at length is come, 
That calls thee to the cold, cold Tomb; 
When ſadly languiſhing you lye, 
Your Soul upon the Wing to; go, 
From this dark melancholy Vale below, . 
And Friends ſtand weeping by; : 
Thy Soul, ſerene and calm, afſur'd. of Reſt, 


May aer the welcome Stroke, and hug the 3 
Gue 


et — 1. 


The Seventh Chapter of PR OVERB . 
Y Son, the Precepts which my Lips impart, 
Imprint upon the Tablet of thy Heart, 
With Care record the Doctrine that give, 

To err, is fatal, but obſerve, and live: 5 
Let Underſtanding's Charms your Paſſion move, , 
And Heav'n-born Wiſdom claim a Brother's Love; 

So ſhall they keep thee from the Harlot's Gate, 
Whoſe Words with Softneſs wound, and drop Deceit. 


For as the paſſing Crowd I lately ſaw, 'S 
When Night her dusky Veil began to draw, 
1 Among 


2 


3 
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Among the Youths a giddy Youth appear'd, . 

That knew not M iſdom, nor her Laws rever'd; 

I bending from my Caſement, mark'd his Way, 
And in the fatal Path obſerv'd him ftray : 

The Harlot's Door he ſought, by Folly led, 

Nor ſaw Deftru&ion hov'ring o'er his Head; 
When to a Woman, in -a looſe Array, 

OF Language ſmooth; and crafty to betray 3 
(Perverſe and loud are ſuch, nor love their Home, 
But thro' the ſpacious Streets delight to roam; 
At ev ry Corner ſpread their fatal Gin, 985 
And wait to flatter the unthinking in) 
She met the Wand'rer with a circling Arm; 
And impudently thus began to charm. 
Long with Impatience have J ſought my Dear; 
And happily at length have found him here; 
e Day I pay'd my Vows, and want but thee, 
The Conſummation of my Bliſs to be: 

My Bed with Tap'ftry deckt, with Carvings wrought, 
With fineſt Linnen ſpread, from =o brought; 
Adorn d 
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Adorn'd with ſpicy Sweets, that ſcent the Room, 
Shall fill thy Senſes with a rich Perfume. 


Come, in Love's Raptures let us waſte the Night; 
Till Phebus riſing ſheds his conſcious Light: 
Come, let us feaſt on Loves delicious Store, 
Till ebbing Nature can ſupply no more: 

No jealous Husband ſhall our Joys betray, 
He, at the Dawn, good Man! was calfd away, 
Where Buſineſs, far from hence, requires his Stay. 


; 


With ftrong Perſuaſions thus the Youth ſhe led, 
With Words ſhe forc'd him to the fatal Bed 
So to. the Slaughter does an Ox repair, 

And Birds fly ſwiftly to the Fowler's Snare: 
Thus Fools, to ſuffer fot Offences go, 
Nor ſee the Danger till they feel the Blow: 


O ! let my Precepts then Obedience find, 
Grave on your Heart, and fix them in your Mind; 
O!] turn thy Foot-fteps from the Harlot's Gate, 
And wiſely ſhun her, as you'd ſhun your Fate: 
12 For 
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For many Ruines her Deceits have made, 
And many fall by them, to Death betray'd; 
The ſoft Enchantments of her Syren Tongue, 
Cari nip the Blooming, and unnerve the Strong ; 


Down to the Gates of Hell her Paths do tend, 


And in eternal Night the Lab'rynths end. 


To. 2 GENTLEMAN that Adee mo 
from LOVE. 


ITH Care I read your friendly Letter o'er, 
But deaf to all Reproof, muſt ſill adore ; 

Too well the Paſſion has poſſeſt my Heart, | 
Too well is rooted for Advice to part; 
Tis not a Jambent Flame, with young Deſires, 
That bruſhes o'er the Veins, and then retires ; 
No momentary Love, or feeble Sway, 
A fleeting Pow'r, and Tyrant of a Day; 
But fix'd within, and blended with the whole; 
It is the laſting Spring which moves my Soul. 


To me, fair Emma, is a conſtant Gueſt, 


The vital Stream that warms and feeds my Breaſt : 


Look 
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Look on her Charms, her dazling Form behold, 
And tell, O tell me! if I can be cold? | 
Were old Diogenes again to riſe, 
And view the melting Soſtneſs in her Eyes, 
The frozen Cynic would no more be mute, 
But own the Conqueſt, and renounce the Brute ; 
Diforder'd Motions would reveal his Pains, 

| The burning Ardor, and the tingling Veins ; 
No more with blind Indiff*rence would he ſee, 
But rave with Rapture, and be blind like me. 
By Fools, may others be reputed fair, 
For painted Features, and affected Air; 
While Errors, varniſh'd o'er, in Secret lye, 
And falſly dazzle the deluded Eye. 


Not ſo my Emma, whom indulgent Heav'n, 
Has all the Graces, all Per fections giv'n, 
And was ambitious in one Piece to ſhow, 


How far its Pencil had the Force to go. 


In her, the ſweeteſt Harmony we find, 
A blooming Body, with a matchleſs Mind; 
As 
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As Hetwh's own Image, moſt divinely bright, 
As Noon refulgent, mild as Morning Light; 
The ſable Treſſes of her filker Hair, 

Are ſuch as Venus would be proud to wear; 
The Rubies of her Eips, that court the Bliſs, 
Are fuch as Angels might be proud to kiſs ; 
Her gently riſing Breaſt, her IV ry Skin, 

So clear, ib almoft ſhews the Soul within; 
Her well turid Limbs a thrilling joy diſpenſe, 
Her modeſt, ſpeaking:Looks, attract the Seite, 0 
And ſmile with unreſiſted Eloquence: 

So finiſh'd does the lovely Form appear, 

That Infidels might read the Godhead here; 

And ſhall I ceaſe, Her Influence to proclaim, 


My Vows to offer, and adore her Name. 


Go: bid the ſparkling Gemms that ſhine on high, 
Forget their Luſtre, and forſake their Sky, 

Go, bid the Glories of the golden Sun, 

Drop from their Orb, and *twill as ſoon be done ; 
No, thro? my Veins, my Paſſion ſtill ſhall move, 
And whea-I ceaſe to live, I'll ceaſe to love, - 


Te 
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To Mrs. — upon her Reſentment for à KIS 8. 
TT*WAS wondrous graceful, ſo genteel an Air, 
Which Yother Night adorn'd my ſcornful Fair: 
When 1, with harmleſs Freedom, ſnatch'd a Kiſs, 
How well reſented was the tranſient Bliſs ; 
While Words too feeble for a full Reply, 
Came arm'd with Looks, and kijl'd me from her Eye. 


My raſh Preſumption, angry Nymph, forgive, 
Your Frowns are fatal, and *tis Death to live : 
Nor for the future will I dare ſo much, | 
Your Lips are facred, tis a Sin to touch, 

In Strephon tis a Sin, and ftill muſt be, 
Tho' Kiſſes pleaſe you, they diſpleaſe from me. 

Bub why this Niceneſs when your Charms I greet? 
My Breath's untainted, and my Lips are ſweet ; 
Nor can Macharn, tho' your fav'rite Grace, 
Give greater Tranſpart to the fond Embrace 
Nor are his Arms in ſofter Curls enrolWd, 
To bind thee, Virgin, in the cloſeſt Fold; 


— — 


„ POEMS e dene! Ole 
Tho he, and he alone, thoſe Joys may prove, 
The bon adlefz Monarch of your captive 1852 dy 
Still bend the Fav'rite to thy panting Breaft, 
And let the Nectar of his Lips be preſt, 7 
Still ſeem like him, reſerw d, when Crowds are by, 
But claſp;in Corners, and with Rapture die. 


Yet Charmer, yet vonchſafe a ſerious Ear, 
In pity to chy ſelf, be leſs ſevere, 

With leſs Indulgence on your aol wait, 

Leſt Lore much pamper'd ſhould conclude i in Hate; 25 
At length ſhould ſurfeit on your eaſy Charms, 
And fly with loathing thoſe extended Arms; 3 

Left your own Puniſhment, your r ſelf ſhould be, 


And on your {elf - Das your Scorn to we. | 


* » 0 * — 
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The Second Epiſtle of the Firſt 1 oo x 980 
Ho RAE, tranſlate- 


« 


Hite you, great Lollius, ſtudious for the * 
With Cares ſurrounded, at the Forum wait, 

V. in the rural Shades) with much Delight, 
Have read the Writer of the Trojan Fight; 
©: ; | Whom 
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Wem no Plalofopher could er excel, || 


Nor Rules for living could preſeribe ſo well; 
And if from Buſinefs freed you lend an Rar; 
Of theſe my Praiſes you the Cauſe ſhall hear. 
The Story, whoſe majeſtick Lines declare 51 
The Grecians harraſsd, and a lingring War, 
Contains a frantick Train, by F olly toſt, 
And Kings and Subjects in the Whirl-wind loſt : 
Antenor would the dang'rous Fair remove, 
Dat Pri xe . Aae e, 8 
Supine in Eaſe, and blinded by his Lore. 
While Naer ftpdies- with prudential Zeal, 
The ftern Diiſentiqns of the Chiefs to heal, 
The charming Captive Agamenmon fires, 
And Madneſs in the Breaſt of both conſpires : 
So when fierce | Princes raſhly play with Fate, 
Reſiſtleſs Ruine rends the bleeding State, 
Frauds, Luſt, Sedition, uncontroul'd deſtroy 


Within, without, and round the Walls of Troy. 


Next, ſige Ulyſes he diſplays to Sight, 
A goodly Pattern, moſt divinely bright, 
| | K Who 
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Or Luſt euflaming will your Eaſe moleſt : 


\ POEMS on ſeveral Oecaſſonr. 
Who when the nine Years tedious War was o'er, 
Did various Countries, various Arts explore; 
And while returning er the boiſt'rous Main, 
Did wondrous, Dangers. with his Friends ſuſtain, 
Debas d into a Brute, if Circe's Skill, 

Or Songs of Hrens had debauch'd his Wil. 


But we, inſipid Things, a Mob compleat, 
And form'd for nothing but to ſleep and eat, 
Eſſeminately nice, with fond Deſire, 
The Dance, the modiſh Dreſs, and Sloth admire ; 
Cut-throats will watch the tedious Nights away, 
And loſe their Slumbers to ſecure their Prey ; 
And can you Poverty of Senſe endure, 
Yet hug your Pillow, and ſleep on ſecure? 
But if no Argument will now perſwade, 
Swelld with the Dropſy, ſoon you'll ask for Aid. 
If now your Books you ſcorn, and loath to riſe 
By midnight Tapers, -to be timely wiſe, 
Or Envy, like a Fiend, will gnaw your Breaſt, 


Your 


* _ 


_.POEMS on ſeveral Occafions: 67 
Your Eyes, if ſore, you cure, nor would be blind, 
But why, ah! why will you neglect your Mind? 
Dare to be good, and Virtue's Charms embrace, 
He that has ſtarted well, has half the Race; 

No more Indulgences to Vice allow, 


But mend your Manners this important Now: 
The Wretch that lingers with the thoughtleſs Clown, 
Waits till the rapid Stream, is ſunk and gone, 
While till the Current keeps its former Courſe, ; 


And will for ever roll with wonted Force. 


We covet Stores of Wealth, a teeming Wife, 
And Heirs, the Bleſſings of connubial Life, 
While they, that with a Mean, contented live, 
Have all th* Abundance, which the Gods can give; 
For neither Houſe nor Land, nor Gold can free 
From inward Anguiſh, or a Fever fee; 

He muſt be happy, whom the Gods allot, 
. To ſpend with Prudence, what with Care was got. 
He, whom Deſires or Fears, a Wretch create, 
Finds as much Pleaſure in a great Eſtate, 
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88 POEMS: mm rueral Octaſodhi. 


As one that is Blear-ey'd; in Paint and Show, 


Ot as the Deaf, in melting Mufſck know: 
For if the Veſſel is not ſveer and ſbund, 
Soon will th' Infuſion be corrupted found ; 

. Thoſe Pleaſures you ſhould nauſeate and diſdain, 
| 1 AR are Parra with N Pain. 


Refrain your Wikes, for with Mines of Store 


The ſtarving Miſer is completely. poor : 
Envy, with ſick ning Sorrow, pines to ſee 
Her happy Neighbour more advanc'd than ſhe; 
Nor have the bufy Brains of Tyrants found, 
A keener Torment, or a deeper Wound. 


| Anger, unleſs reftrain'd, will fatal prove, 
And as Rev enge inſpires, impetuous move, 
15 is mort - lid Madneſs, and requires a Chain, 
A fteddy Hand to guide a curbing Rein ; ; 


For if not govern'd well, twill Head-ftrong grow, 


Bound where it pleaſes, and the Rider throw. 


The Jockey breaks in time the docile Horſe, 
And gently forms him for the Maſter's Courſe ; 


POEMS. on ſeverat Occaſions, 69 
The Whelp, which at the Skins did bark at home, 
Soon thro' the Foreſt for wild * does roam. 


Now let your Mind with Virtue's Rules be fraught, 
And greedily imbibe the golden Drau ht; 
The Veſſel, which at firſt is ſeaſor'd well, 
Will long be wholeſome, and retain the Smell; 
If you out-fly me, I'll not ſtop your Pace, 


Nor linger, if you Rp in che Race. 
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The Diſtreſsd Lover, a. SONG. 
To the Tune of——'Twas when the Seas were roaring. 


I. 
Eneath a Cypreſs lying, 


Young Damon told his Pain, 
While hollow Rocks replying, 
Prolong'd the mournful Strain. 


=: 
The falling Rills combining, 


In Murmurs ſweetly flow, 


And Winds in Conſort joyning, 
Compos'd melodious Woe. 
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o ora. doe 8 


e Cauſe of all my Gre! 
0 tell me, muſt I leave her? EY 
For over bo my air E ; | 
TE: | e een NN 
J F Ah! ay, what Habitation, Cn 7; 


5% Conceals her from my Eyes? 
x 8 ra range che whole Creation, 
| 


1 T0 and tlie lovely Prize. $A 
. 4 i %d . 91 | v. 
In all the Works of Nature, 

Her Equal none can view. . 
No Spices &er were ſweeter, 
No Turtle Dove ſo true. 
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VI. 
The Smile which Morn diſcloſes, 
Her Eyes indulgent ſhed, 
The Bluſh 'of op 'ning Roſes, * 


rer 
7 


Adorns her Cheeks wich Red. 
0 VII. But 


A W a 5 


#) N. * 


bout thou the Guardian erat, 
Win whom was lodg'd my Store; 
Hat far remor'd my Jewel, 

To bleſs my Sight no more. 

VIII. 

when the Fates convey me; 

To Pluo's gloomy Shade, 
When Rage and Anguiſh ſlay me, 
My Ghoſt ſhall ſerve the Maid. 


wy 


IX. 
Shall, when ſhe ſleeps, befriend her, 
And all her Slumbers guide, 
" Bi, when Te vie, attend her; 
. 


Thus all logs" 
The Lover preſs the Plainz 

While Winds cheir Murmurs venti ing, 
With Tribute paid the Swain. 
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